some comrades in a little clearing before a clump of ram- 103
shackle shanties which had somehow escaped the general
demolition. Any one who has read "Death in Venice57 will
appreciate my sincerity when I say that no woman, not
even the loveliest woman I have ever seen, is.or was
capable of arousing in me such a feeling of adoration as
this young girl elicited. If Fate were to put her in my
path again I know not what folly I might commit. She
was child, virgin, angel, seductress, priestess, harlot,
prophetess all in one. She was neither ancient Greek nor
modern Greek; she was of no race or time or class, but
unique, fabulously unique. In that slow, sustained smile
which she gave us as we paused a moment to gaze at her
there was that enigmatic quality which da Vinci has im-
mortalized, which one finds everywhere in Buddhistic
art, which one finds in the great caves of Incjia aqd on the
facades of her temples, which one finds in the dancers of
Java and of Bali and in primitive races, especially in
Africa 5 which indeed seems to* be the culminating expres-
sion of the spiritual achievement of the human race, but
which to-day is totally absent in the countenance of the
Western woman. Let me add a strange reflection—that
the nearest approximation to this enigmatic'quality which
I ever noted was in the smile of a peasant woman at .
Corfu, a woman with six toes,* decidedly ugly, and consid-
ered by every one,as something of a monster. She used to
come to the well, as* is tie custom of the peasant women,
to fill her jug, to do her washing, and to gossip. The well
was situated at the foot of a steep declivity around which
'there wandered a goat-like path. In every direction there
were thick shady olive groves broken here and there by
ravines which formed the beds of mountain streams
which in Summer were completely dried up. The well had
an extraordinary fascination for me 5 it was a place re-
served for the female beast of burden, for the strong^

